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" I'll come back and'do it properly later/' she said,
and hastened to the next bed.

I tried to concentrate on the seven flies darting round
the iron lamp-bracket hanging down from the ceil-
ing. But waves of shame kept surging over me. I felt
certain the others in the ward must see all my body
blushing.

" I did try to open them. I really did try," I said to
myself.

" You could have tried harder/' said the voice which
caused the blushes. '' You know you could. You want
to get invalided home/'

"No.   I don't."

" Very well then.   Try again."

I looked round the ward.   They were all reading or
sleeping.  The doctor and sister were looking at Aussie's
leg.   I stretched out with my right hand for the news-
" paper and spread it on the bed so that it covered my
left arm.   I tilted the paper so I could just see under-
neath it.    I tried again.    Slowly the fingers opened.
My arm ached horribly.   I took a long breath and made
. a last effort.   For a moment I looked at the quivering
half-open fingers.    Then I  lay back sweating and
trembling.

"What a fool! "I said.
,. " Who's a fool ? " asked Sister.
' " " The orderly." I was startled because I had spoken
aloud.   The doctor had gone.

"Which one?"

I did not want to get one of the orderlies blamed.

"Not really a fool," I said stupidly.

"Which one?"

" In fact I'm the fool."   I was rallying now.

" I know which one.   It's that Palestinian A/T.S: